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The Confrontation 


"Damn it Phill What the hell is wrong with you? Don't you even care? He's got fucking cancer for fuck's sake!" 


Joe rarely allowed his emotions to get the best of him but in this case it couldn't be helped. His band mate and 
good friend, Vivian Campbell, just dropped a bombshell; that he was diagnosed with Hodgkin's lymphoma. Cancer. 


Phil sat calmly as Joe continued to berate him, accusing him of being self-centered and uncaring. He obviously 
was taking the news of Viv's illness very hard and was misinterpreting Phil's calm demeanor. Phil closed his 
eyes, took a deep breath and addressed Joe. 

"Of course | care. I'm not a fucking monster, you know." 


"Then why are you acting like it doesn't matter, huh? What the hell do you have against him anyway?" 


Phil rolled his eyes and threw his hands in the air. Not this again. Joe was relentless in the idea that Phil had 


an issue with Vivian and he was sick and tired of this subject constantly being brought up. 


"Joe, would you calm the fuck down already? I've told you a million times, | don't have a problem with Vivian." 


This was a very touchy subject for the both of them. Ever since Vivian joined the band in 1992, Phil seemed to 
have drifted apart from the group. Everything seemed fine while they were recording the tracks for 
Adrenalize, but something changed when touring began and Vivian was brought in. There was always a dark 
vibe around Phil and Joe knew exactly what it was. 


"He's not coming back you know." 


Phil looked Joe right in the eyes. There was a dangerous fury behind those eyes that were telling Joe that he 
did not want to go there. 


"Joe, don't you dare fucking start.” 


But Joe wasn't one to be told what to do. This was a dangerous thing to say To Phil but he didn't care. It 
needed to be said. 


"Well it's true, you know." Joe, heated himself, leaned his elbows on the table to get closer to the other man. 
"And wishing Vivian dead isn't going to make things any better." 


Joe knew he had crossed the line but he refused to back down. He finally said what everyone else in the band 
was thinking for the past 22 years. The two men stared each other down, neither saying a word. Joe knew he 
just threw down the gauntlet with that one sentence. He knew that what he said could be the straw that 
broke the camel's back. He knew that these were fighting words but he was ready for battle. 

Phil broke the gaze and lowered his head, eyeing the floor sadly. 


"Its not that | want him to die. | just wish Steve didn't have to." 


